Price 10 Cents 


ES 
\ 

4 | 

; 


IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN, Editor 


Published on the Ist of each month by Unity School of Christianity, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Missouri. One dollar a year, ten cents a 
copy. Entered as second-class matter August 8, 1898, at the post 
office at Kansas City, Missouri, under the act of March 3, 1879. Ac- 
cepted for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in section 


1103, act of October 3, 1917, authorized October 27, 1922. 
Vol. XXXI MAY, 1926 


CONTENTS 


Playtime, Imelda Octavia Shanklin - - - - 

The Little Lake That Wanted to be a River (Story) - 
Estelle Urbahns 

How Jimmy Came Through (Serial), Carrie Blaine Y eiser 

Busy Sunbeams, Frances W. Foulks - 

My Letter to You (Editor’s Letter to the Wees) 

The Good Words Club - - - - - 

Handicraft, Harold Evans Kellogg - 

Young Authors Department - - - 

A Table Blessing - - - - - - 

Booster Club - - - 

Bible Lessons (May 2 to 30 

The Prayer of Fath - - - - - 

- - © = « 

Blanche’s Corner - 

For the Little Artist (Pictures Coloring), Cc 

The May Pole (Illustrated poem), Emma H. Teel - -— - 

Home Tots, /melda Octavia Shanklin - - 

The Boy Who Knew (Illustrated Loie E. - 

Seeds (Song) - - - - - 

May (Poem), Blanche - - - - 

Magic Pillows (Cover poem) 


62 y, WEE 

3 

| 

18 
21 

21 
| 22 

24 

26 

27 

30 

35 

36 
| 
| 42 
| 
> | 


Come, Frances, play with me; 
Your round, pinky cheek 
Will show deeper blushes 
Where laughing winds seek 
At your bonnet to catch 
And to tousle your hair, 
As tousles and tosses 
The gossamers fair. 
By the gray cliffs that look 
On the warm, grassy nook 
We'll count the swift minnows 
Darting there in the brook. 


4 O come, children, come, 
Let the schoolrooms be dumb: 
- We will hike where we like, 


To the wind's drowsy hum. 
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Charles Rickert, come, too: 
O come in great haste: 
The bouncing sun gives us 
No moment to waste. 
Here the stepping-stones lead 
By deep pools where the fish 
Skim the air as bright birds, 


And their spotted tails swish. 


Let us play in the sands, 
Making maps with our hands, 
Let us heap it up high 


Where the brave mountain stands. 


Small friends of my heart, 
Where violets start, 
Come, employ and enjoy 


Where the dragon flies dart. 
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O Pharaby, laughing, 

Come, give me your hand: 
We will run through the grass 

Where the daffodils stand. 
We will go to the knoll 

Where the wild crabtrees bloom. 
And early bees drone 

In the waves of perfume. 
Let us shout, let us sing: 
Where the orioles swing, 

Let us blend our young mirth 
With the mirth of the spring. 


Come, children, away, 


Come, children, and stray 
With the breeze in the trees. 
Let us wander and play. 


Fade 


Come, Junior Boy, join us; 
Our party needs you 
To complete it today, 
So come, Junior, do. 
On this holiday bright 
Not one boy can we spare; 
Come smile with our smiles 
And our happiness share. 
Oh! the mirth of this time, 
Oh! this season. sublime 
Runs along like a song 
And a tinkle of rime. 
Bright sun, dappled shade, 
As they flit through the glade, 
Strike the crag where the flag 
Lifts its green, pointed blade. 
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And Faith, please come also; 
The blue of your eyes 
Will be matched, tint for tint, 

By the blue of the skies. 
High up over our heads, = 

In the fields where the clouds ™ 
Swim along as white swans, 

Or as lambkins in crowds. 


We will climb up the hills 
Where the mocking bird trills, 
Where the new Ivy creeps 
And the waterfall thrills. 
O Children, the day 
Itself is so gay 
‘With its glow let us go 
And the spring lure obey. 
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O Richard, we linger 

A moment for you; 
Half the fun we should miss 

If you did not come too. 
Now that all are prepared, 

We will take up our march, 
Aiming first for the shade 

Of the green feathered larch. 
With our sombreros neat 
We can laugh at the heat 

That the sun's flinging down 
Shadows make at our feet. 
This day, each young friend, 
Time never can end; 


Through the years without tears 
Our lives closer will blend. 
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LAKE 


“Uxbahns 


“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” said the little lake to the sky. “I’m tired of 
just staying and staying and staying right in this same spot! Why, I do 
not even know what is happening on the other side of that little hill! 
And I wonder and wonder where the birds go when they fly over me. 
So long as I can remember I have been here in this same place, with 
nothing to look at but the hills and the birds and those willow trees 
growing on my bank. 

“Oh, of course, I have you, Sky,” added the little lake, as a gray 
cloud of dismay flitted across the face of the sky. “You are very 
beautiful, and I love to look at you, but, lovely Sky, I do not need to 
stay in this lonely spot to see you; wherever in the world I might be, I 
could look at you every day.” . 

The little gray cloud swam away, and the blue sky smiled down 
brightly upon the little lake. ‘You have forgotten the children that 
come and play beside you,” said the sky; “‘you have forgotten the picnic 
parties from town that come here, just to sit by your cool waters. You 
have forgotten the dusty traveler who takes a nap on your grassy bank. 
Your waters nourish the tree trunks, and make a home for the fish. 
How could you think this a lonely spot >” 

“T want to be free,” said the little lake, “and here I am, held in 
by high banks.” 

“But just remember how many you are helping,” said the sky. 
“Even I depend on you. I can look into you and see my face. If you 
are gray, then I know that I also am gray, and I hasten to brush away 
the clouds, that I may be blue again, and smile down brightly on the 
world.” 

The little lake ruffled her waters. Oh, dear! There was no use 
complaining to the sky, it always talked just like that. And today 
the lake wanted the sky to feel very sorry for her, to weep a little shower 
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of tears, perhaps. She ruffled her waters still harder. But at sight of 
the lovely blue above her she smoothed her frowning surface and 
spoke gently : 

“Oh, no, dear Sky, I have not forgotten the children on the 
picnic parties, the travelers, the trees, nor the fish. I love them all, but 
you see, Sky, I want something different. I want to run and jump 
and see far places and new people and new trees. I want to hear new 
sounds. I want to be free! I want to be free! I’m tired of being a 
lake. I want to be a river.” 

Night came. Shy stars shone into the water. The sky and the 
little lake slept. But before morning, a storm came up. Never before 
had the little lake seen so much rain. 


“You have forgotten the children that come and play beside you,” said the sky. 


Rain fell for days and days and for nights and nights. It rained 
until the snow in the high mountains melted and ran down the hills and 
into the valleys. The mountain water began flowing into the little lake. 
It flowed into it and flowed and flowed into it until the lake grew so 
full that it ran over its banks! 
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The sky looked down and found the little lake tumbling and run- 
ning through the glades, over rocks and meadows, across roadways 
and under bridges. My! how fast it ran! “Oh, what joy,” it thought, 
“to be a little river that could leap and run through the world, seeing 
new places every day!” As it ran along, it learned to sing a jolly, 
chuckling song that told how happy it was. 

It had been running and leaping and singing for a whole month, 
when it heard its old friend, the sky, speaking: “Riverlet,” said the 
sky, “now that you think that you are free, are you happy?” 

“Oh, I am free, and very, very happy,” said the riverlet, and it 
ran on, singing. 

But one day, in the middle of the summer, the riverlet began to 
wonder about something. “Just suppose I wanted to stop and rest,” 
it said. “Just suppose I wanted to snuggle into some quiet place be- 
tween friendly hills. Just suppose I wanted to lie very still and watch 
my lovely sky.” 

You see, the riverlet was growing tired of just running along and 
running along. Every day careless campers threw orange peelings 
and tin cans into its clear water. Lazy cows walked across it, filling its 
waters with mud. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! The riverlet changed its 
song into a sighing little tune. 

Then the sky spoke again: “Are you still happy, Riverlet, now 
that you seem to be free.” 

“Oh, Sky, I am not free. I cannot do as I wish. I wish to stop and 
rest in some shady place. But on and on and on | must go, over rough 
rocks, and through hot meadows. Oh, Sky, I’m tired of seeing new 
places and new people every day. I want to be a little lake again. I 
= to lie quietly and look at you, and hear the birds singing on my 

s. 

The sky listened, its face covered with gray clouds. 

Night came. The little stream felt itself tumbling down over high 
rocks. In the morning a beautiful surprise awaited it! During the 
night it had flowed into a quiet place between low hills. There it 
lay in the sunlight, smooth and beautiful, reflecting the sky. 

you were given your wish,” said the sky; “‘you are again 
a lake. 

““Yes,”’ said the little lake, “‘and I’m very happy. I found that I 
wasn’t free just because I was running from place to place, doing 
something different each day.” 

““Y ou found out something very true,” said the sky. “We are free 


only when we are happy and cheerful and contented right where we 
are!” 
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.Simmy Through 
Carrie Blaine Yeiser 
WHAT THE STORY HAS SAID 


Jimmy Hardesty’s father was injured in an accident. His mother, father, 
and baby sister, Rosamond, moved to a small cottage by the beach. It was 
necessary for his mother to do her own work, and she needed Jimmy’s help. He 
felt that to help with housework and the baby was not manly. Through the kind- 
ness of his father’s friend, Guy Fallison, Jimmy was taken on a camping trip, 
where he met Plucky Mathison. Plucky’s mother was a widow, and he was 
trying to fill his father’s place by helping her. 


Chapter 1X 
When Plucky got that far in his story, he threw back his head 


and laughed. “There was no more staring out of the window after 
that, Curly, and we were happy except for one thing—Mother wanted 
a little place where we could live all to ourselves, and whenever we 
were together she was always talking about it, but of course she never 
mentioned it to Uncle Nevin.” 

“One morning she said to me: “Danny, you and I are going 
to begin today, building a home.’ I laughed at her, just as Father used 
to do when she would say something for a joke, but she wasn’t joking 
that time. She went on: ‘I want us to give our minds a good house 
cleaning, Danny. We will sweep small dislikes, envy, and discontent 
right out the door, leaving our minds sweet and clean—fit places for 
good thoughts to dwell in.’ 

“T started to argue, but she wouldn’t let me. ‘It can be done, 
Danny,’ she declared. ‘Not all at once, perhaps, but we are going to 
start trying today. Then, when we have made our minds clean, like a 
piece of white canvas, we are going to paint on them a picture—our 
idea of a home. Just a small place, Danny,” she coaxed, ‘cosy and 
restful, that can be kept neat without a servant, and around the house 
we shall paint in fruit trees and flowers, and perhaps a little garden.’ ”’ 

The boy paused a moment. “I never saw Mother so happy over 
anything as she was over telling about that picture. While it sounded 
good to me, yet I couldn’t see how painting a picture on a mind was 
going to get a house built. But I told her I’d do just as she said, and, 
Curly, the thing took hold of me so strongly that in no time at all I 
could picture that house, with trees and flowers growing around it.” 

“I’ve been weeding our garden,’ I said to her one day when I 
came in to lunch. “Things are growing great, Mother.’ Then she 
smiled, and said: ‘Let them grow, Danny; that’s just what we want 
our picture to do.’ 
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Plucky took a deep breath and squared his shoulders. 


I started that very night forgiving everybody so 


Plucky stopped again. “It’s a long story, Curly, but the telling 
of it makes you see how splendid Mother is about things.” 
“Yes, I’m liking her a lot already. Go on!” Jimmy insisted. 
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“Well,” the boy 
continued, “it went 
on that way for a 
month, and _ then 
Mother said to me: 
‘Danny, we must re- 
member that the can- 
vas upon which we 
paint our desire must 
be very clean. There 
must be love in our 
hearts toward every 
one, in order to make 
it clean, and there 
must be a constant 
desire to do good 
and to be thoughtful 
and unselfish. Let 
me read you what the 
Master said.’ 

“Then, Curly, 
she opened her Bible 
and read’ where 
Christ says that when 
you pray for some- 
thing you must first 
forgive everybody, so 
that your Father in 


-heaven can forgive 
‘ 
you and answer the prayer. “Desire is prayer, 


Plucky took a deep breath, and squared his shoulders. ‘Curly, 


Mother explained.” 


that I’d be forgiven, 


and then I began doing to others as I’d want them to do to me. Of 
course, I fell down on the job sometimes—”’ the boy smiled as he re- 
membered— “‘but I kept right on trying, and so did Mother. 

“One September day brought our answer. Uncle Nevin came to 
Mother’s room one morning and told her that he had heard her say 
several times that she would like to live in the country. Then he went 
on to tell about a bungalow that he owned at Palm Harbor. He had 
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built it for his superintendent to live in while the men were working at 
his turpentine camp, five miles away. 

“The bungalow was two miles from the beach, so Uncle Nevin 
had never been able to sell it, after the camp closed and the superin- 
tendent moved away. He said if Mother thought she would like it, 
he would deed it to her, send a cow down so that the baby could 
have fresh milk, and give us fifty dollars a month to live on.” 

Plucky waited a moment, squaring his shoulders in the now 
familiar way. “Do you know what Mother did when he told her that, 
Curly? She didn’t run to him and thank him or anything like that. 
She just grabbed me by the arm and ran over to the window, where she 
knelt down, pulling me with her. ‘Father, I thank thee that thou hast 
heard me,” she whispered—and glancing up, I saw that she was smiling 
just as if she saw some one—‘and I knew that thou hearest me 


always.” 
Chapter X 

The boys walked on in silence for a few minutes, then Plucky 
turned to Jimmy and said in a friendly tone: “I want you to see the 
place, Curly. It’s just the sort of home that any boy would like.” 

“T’ll come out some day,” Jimmy put in quickly. 

“Sure, you must,” said Plucky. Then he took up the story again. 
““We moved here in November, and when Uncle Nevin drove us up 
to the gate the sight just took my breath away. The bungalow was 
built of shingles and native coral, five rooms and a screened porch, with 
a jasmine vine climbing over it. 

“There was a big garden plot that Uncle Nevin had had 
plowed; there were fruit trees, a few flowers, and a cow in the shed.” 
The boy stopped a moment, to emphasize his words: “Curly, when we 
settled down in that cozy home—Mother, Mary, and I—it was just 
like reaching heaven!” 

“Did you make a garden?” Jimmy urged. 

“Sure, we did! Mother had brought all kinds of seed with her 
and I started to work making the beds right away. There was a nice 
man on the next place to ours who taught me how to sow seed and to 
transplant and to weed, and | got along well. Mother found time 
to get out and plant zinnias and sweet peas, and to hoe a little around 
the oleanders. We were just as busy as bees, from the very start.” 

The boy’s face beamed, as he continued: ““The first big thing that 
we discovered was that we were going to be able to sell milk. The 
cow gave eight quarts a day and that was more than we could use. 
We could get twenty-five cents a quart for all we could furnish, so 
Mother saved out enough for ourselves and we sold the rest. 
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“‘Next, we bought a churn and sold buttermilk and a few pounds 
of butter. Mrs. Terhune, who lives in a fine place on the bluff, pays 
me seventy-five cents a pound for all the butter that I bring her. Be- 
sides that,” he went on proudly, “we had three grapefruit trees and 
six orange trees full of fruit and a small banana grove, bearing. We 
sold all the fruit we didn’t use—and that was a lot. When spring 
came, the mangoes bloomed, and the neighbors said the fruit never had 
hung so thickly before.” 

“Looks like you had a big streak of luck!”’ Jimmy burst out. 

“Tt wasn’t luck,” the boy answered soberly ; “it was what Mother 
calls ‘getting in touch with God.” She says that everything is here for 
us, Curly, and that we have to learn how to reach out and take it.”” 

The boys stopped on the trail to watch the sun, as it hung low 
between two pine trees. Neither one had thought of jumping into the 


The boys stopped on the trail to watch the sun. 

truck for a rest, and the others, noticing how interested they were in 
each other, had not disturbed them. As they started on, Plucky re- 
marked: 

“But, as I said, Curly, it’s a big job, filling a man’s place.” 

“T bet!” came from Jimmy. 

“Sometimes I’ve worked so hard all day and been so tired at 
night, I could hardly get my clothes off. But,” with the familiar lift of 
the shoulders, “that’s over now.” 

“T’m glad,”’ announced Jimmy. 

“First thing, Mother discovered that with the milk, butter, and 
fruit, we were taking in more than enough to live on. “Why, Danny, 
we shan’t need Uncle Nevin’s fifty dollars a month any more!’ she de- 
clared, and we were both glad to be able to get along without it. When 
Uncle Nevin came out next time, she told him that we wouldn’t need 
the money any more. At first he wouldn’t listen to her—said that it 
cost a lot to feed the cow and that he was going to send the money 
just the same, but after a while Mother made him understand how 
happy it made her to be independent.” 
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“* “Well, then,’ he told her, ‘I shall bank the money each month 
to help with Danny’s education.’ And she agreed to that. 

“Before long the garden truck began to be ready for market, 
and money began to come to us faster, for everybody wanted to buy 
green stuff. It was about that time—” here Plucky began to smile— 
“that the Raleys had to go north in a hurry, and they offered me one 
hundred chickens for seventy-five dollars. It was a bargain. Mother 
and I talked it over, and we bought them. Fresh eggs were selling at 
seventy to eighty cents a dozen.” 

“Why, Plucky, you were starting a regular farm!” 

““That’s what it was, Curly, and maybe we didn’t work! Mother 
was churning, bottling milk, fixing butter, raising and selling zinnias, 
keeping the house, doing the ironing, taking care of Mary and helping 
me get things ready in the evening to deliver next morning.” 

“She must be strong, to do all that,” Jimmy thought aloud. 

“She says that’s one of her blessings.” Then the boy added 
shyly: “I wasn’t resting, while Mother worked. Up at daylight, I fed 
and milked the cow—the man on the next place taught me to do it— 
fed the chickens and carried water for Mother to use in the house. 

“After breakfast, I started out on my bicycle, delivering the milk, 
which I carried in a wire basket. When I finished that, I started with 
vegetables and fruit and maybe a pound or two of butter, besides sand- 
wiching in some errands for Mother. After dinner, I worked in the 
garden until four o'clock, then gathered the eggs. About the time I’d 
finished that, Mother would come out and help me gather and bunch 
the vegetables, pick the fruit and pack the eggs, all for delivery next 
morning.” 

“Whew!” Jimmy had to let off steam from his accumulated 
amazement. Plucky went steadily on. 

“On Mondays, I washed—” Jimmy gasped— “and when the 
work piled up on Mother I cooked, made beds, or did whatever was 
needed. | tell you, Curly—he stopped on the trail and faced Jimmy— 
“‘when night came I quit trying to be a man, and crawled into bed 
like a tired boy.” 

Jimmy was awe-struck. How often had he grumbled at the 
least of those things, while Plucky had smiled through them all > 

“T never heard of a boy doing so much,” he declared, soberly. 

““Mother says I’m never to do it again, Curly, but honestly it did 
me good. It put something into me that I am going to hold to for the 
rest of my life. It made me think about others instead of myself, and 
taught me that if you want a thing hard enough and prove yourself 
good enough, God gives it to you!” 
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Jimmy drew a long breath. Here was a boy altogether different 
from any other boy that he had ever met, and he wanted more than any- 
thing else to be like him. 

“Because the dairy business pays so well, we are getting four 
more cows in Septem- 
ber,” Plucky went on, 
“and Uncle Nevin is 
sending down a man 
and his wife to work on 
the place. We are go- 
ing to put out fruit trees 
everywhere but in the 
pasture, and, except a 
small garden for our- 
selves, we are going to 
set out all of the truck 
plot in strawberries. 
They bring a dollar a 
quart around Christmas, 
you know,” he added, 
in a business-like man- 
ner. 

““Mother can’t raise 
enough zinnias for her 
automobile customers, 
so, as they bring a good 
price, she is putting out 

“Mother would come out and help.” ere of them. Stretch- 

ing his arms over his 

head, he laughed happily. “It’s a great game, farming, and in spite 

of the hard work, I like it! But Mother says I start to school again in 
the fall.” 

“T wish I could do something to help my folks,” Jimmy found 
courage to say. 

“You can, Curly!” Plucky’s voice was full of assurance. “I’ve 
found out that if you really want to do a thing and you go at it right, 
you win.” 

Just then they heard a shout. Looking ahead they discovered 
that the rest of the crowd had reached a palm grove that hugged the 
shore of a calm blue lake, and were preparing to set up the tent. 


(To be continued) 
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A HAT FOR SUMMER 


Summer with its days of bright warm sunshine will soon be here. 
At this season of the year we all, big and little, long to live outdoors. 
Many Wees live where they can plant flowers and vegetables. Others 
live in apartments, but they usually can play in the parks or the play- 
grounds. 

While you are gardening and playing in the out-of-doors it is 
well to protect your head from the hot rays of the sun. So this month 
I shall tell you about a garden hat or play hat, and how to trim it. If 
you are near a ten-cent store, you can probably find a big straw hat 
with a drooping brim that makes a good shelter from the sun. At the 
same place you can usually find some small balls of fourfold German- 
town wool. Select one ball each of yellow, orange, black, dark rose, 
and bright blue. You will need a very large needle with a long eye, 
one that will be easy to thread with this heavy wool; also you will need 
a small piece of cotton material with which to line the crown of the 
hat. 

Now you are ready to begin work. First, overcast the edge of the 
brim, to keep it from breaking and to add beauty to it. Thread your 
needle with a long piece of rose wool. Have your wool double, with 
the ends even. Begin work in the back. Hold the ends of the wool 
and stick the needle through the brim from the under side to the top, 
about '4 inch from the edge. Draw the wool through, leaving the 
ends about 2 inches long. Stick the needle through from the under 
side again, about '/7 inch from the last stitch. Draw the wool through 
again, but not too tightly. Continue in this way all around the edge 
of the brim; then tie the ends of the wool together on the under side. 
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Clip the ends, leaving about '/y inch; stick these ends under the straw, 
out of sight. 

Now for the bouquet on the hat. I cannot make this pattern as 
large for you as the flowers that you are to put on your hat, as it would 
be too large for the Wee Wisdom page. Diagram | shows you how 
the flowers are to look on the hat and diagram 2 shows you the flowers. 
These flowers are made of a double thread of the wool. Using the 
blue wool, we shall start with the large flower, which in diagram 2 
is marked A. This flower is on the front left-hand side of the hat, 
just where the crown begins to bend down. Find the place on your 
hat and make a circle about as large as a quarter, for the center. The 
stitch that we shall use for the petals of these flowers is a long lazy 
daisy stitch. Do you remember how to make it? Stick the needle 
up through the hat just outside of the circle. Put the needle down 
through the hat in almost the same place, and bring the point out about 
| inch away from the 
circle. Before pull- 
ing through, throw 
the wool around the 
point and pull the 
needle through the 
hat. Then stick the 
needle back to the 


wrong side, about 14 

5 inch from the 
“ 3” place where it came 
up the last time. This 

D 8 makes a petal for the 

flower. Make a row 

he g fam 1 of fourteen petals 

around the circle, be- 

ing sure to make them straight out from the circle, as shown in diagram 
2. After this row is finished, make another row (not shown in the 
diagram) between and on top of the petals of the first row, making these 
about 1% inch longer than the first ones. The circle is to be filled with 
yellow French knots, made by turning the double thread of wool around 
the needle three times. Make the next flower, marked B, with just as 
many petals as are shown in diagram 2; then make another row be- 
tween and on top of each of these petals, as you did in flower A. Use 
the rose wool for petals and use yellow for the French knots in the 
center. The flower marked C has orange petals and a black center. 
D and E have black petals and orange centers. Make F like the 
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first flower, using a dime to mark the center and making the petals 
about 3% inch long. This flower has orange wool petals and a black 
center. Make thirteen petals; then make another row between and 
on top of these, as you did in A and B. To make the lines that extend 
back from this flower, stick the needle up through the straw at one end 
of the line and down at the other end, making a long stitch of the wool 
on the top. Beginning with black, every other line is black. The lines 
between are blue. 

Now the hat is ready for the lining. Cut a piece of thin material 
long enough to fit around inside the crown of the hat and as wide as 
the crown is high, allowing for a small seam all around. Hem this 
on one side, making a hem 1/7 inch wide. Beginning at the back of the 


the brim. The material is to extend out toward you, with the wrong 
side of the hem up. Now sew it in, taking care to make the stitches on 
the right side of the hat very small. When it is sewed all around, seam 
the ends together. Run a very narrow ribbon or a cord through the 
hem and gather up closely, tying in a little bow. 

Is the hat not a good one to use while gardening or playing? I 
know that it will be becoming to every Wee who wears it, for it takes 
a sunny, happy face to make a hat becoming to any one. Did you 
ever see a Busy Sunbeam whose face did not shine with happiness? 
She would not be a sunbeam without the shine, would she? 
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Dear Wisdoms: 

It is time to be thinking of our birthday number of Wee 
Wisdom. 

The birthday celebration comes in August, as many of 
you know. 

For a number of years we have been letting you supply 
a great part of the material that is used in the birthday number. 

It is now time to be preparing your contributions. All of 
these should be on the editor’s desk as early as May 20. So 
begin to think of what you will send, and have your story, your 
poem or your letter ready and mailed within one week. 

Remember: If your contribution comes late we cannot 
use It. 

Remember, too: We cannot use all the contributions that 
will be sent, but we will use those that tell of loving deeds, 
happy hearts, and how Truth has helped you. 

With love, 


Hho Editor 


THE GOOD WORDS CLUB 


We receive many letters from Wisdoms and Boosters, telling us 
of their happiness in being members of the Good Words Club... Here 
are three that you will be glad to read. 

If you wish to learn how to use words that will make you healthy, 
happy, wise, and loving, write to the Central Secretary of the Unity 
Good Words Club. You will be told what to do in order to become 
a member of the Club. 


Dear Unity Good Words Club—The Good Words have helped me so 
much. I have learned the little prayer on the card.—Betty Burt Glick. 

Dear Wee Wisdom and Good Words Club—I am writing you a letter to 
let you know that I have not said a bad word lately. I am sending in an ap- 
plication for a new member.—Mary Carr. 

Dear Good Words Club—The Good Words Club has helped me very 
much. I think I will have a new member by the last of the month.—Mildred 


Munson. 
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HANDICRAFT 


Harold Evans Kellogg 


GARDEN STICKS 


These queer looking birds, placed on the ends of long sticks, are 
used to mark the rows of flower seeds and vegetable seeds at the time 
of planting. After the plants have appeared the garden sticks, painted 
in their brilliant colors, harmonize with the growing plants, and seem to 
become a part of the garden itself. 

A smooth board 3% inch thick and 7 by 10 inches in size should be 
used for making the two figures. Lay this board under the page of 
Wee Wisdom containing the two patterns. Place a piece of carbon 
paper between the page and the board and with a sharp pencil transfer 
the figures to the board. Then saw the figures out with a scroll saw. 
Smooth the edges well with a wood file and sandpaper the edges and 
the two surfaces of each figure with fine sandpaper. 

The figures are fastened to uprights, which also are made of 3% 
inch material. Each upright is 18 inches long, 34 inch wide, and 
pointed, as shown in the illustration. 

Two braces are used to fasten each figure to the upright. Each 
brace is 3@ inch thick, 4% inch wide, and | inch long. 

With small brads attach one brace to each side of figure, allowing 
brace to lap 1/7 inch over the figure and 1/7 inch over the upright. 

After the entire surface has been sandpapered, the garden sticks 
are ready to be decorated. Tubes of oil paint are used for decorating, 
and the paint is applied with a small, rather stiff brush. The paint 
should be thinned a bit with turpentine. 

Figure number one is decorated in red and white. You will notice 
that the figure has been divided by dotted lines into sections and a 
number placed in each section. All of the sections marked 3 are to be 
painted red. Sections marked 4 are to be painted white. The upright 
is also painted white. To keep the colors from running together, one 
color should be allowed to dry before the next color is applied. If 
the paint is too thin when applied, two coats may be necessary, with 
plenty of time allowed between coats for the paint to dry. 

Figure number two is decorated with black paint and yellow paint. 
All sections marked | are painted black, and sections marked 2 are 
painted yellow. The upright is painted yellow. 
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We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and 
letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter 
or a story published. If you send us another contribution soon after 
your first has appeared, please understand that we do not use it be- 
cause we wish to let others have a place on the Booster or on the Young 
Authors pages. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 


THE Epiror. 


MY PETS 
DANNENBERG (11 years) 
Kansas City, Mo. 


I have a little duck and a little chicken that are real pals. When 
the chick goes away the little duck calls for the chick to come to it, and 
the little chick comes as fast as it can. We had a watermelon and I 
gave it to the duck and the chick. They almost fell over each other 
trying to eat it. At night when I go to put the duck and chick up for 


the night I catch the duck first, then the chick comes up and gets into 
the box. ° 


THE ROBIN 
MirIAM ELLEN KLINE (9 years) 


Emmetsburg, Iowa 


Little robin of the spring, 
Won’t you let me hear you sing? 
I love to hear your pretty trilling; 
To me it seems so gay and thrilling. 


YOUNG 
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THE HEN WHO FORGOT HOW TO CACKLE 


IoNA GERTRUDE Downs 
Creston, Iowa 


Once there was a hen who forgot how to cackle. She stayed away 
from the rest of the hens so long that she forgot the hen language. She 
stayed in the pig lot with the pigs so long that all she could say was: 
“Cut—cut, uph—uph-cut-uph-cut.”” She was so sad because she had 
forgotten how to cackle, that she went back to the henhouse with her 
companions. When she got to the henhouse she heard a hen cackling. 
She listened and then began to cackle; she never forgot how to cackle 


after that. 


MAY 
RUTH Perry (11 years) 
Spokane, Wash. 


May—’Tis the merry May time— 
The wild rose is here. 


This is life sublime; 
See the butterfly, my dear. 


Child—The daisy is blooming in the glen. 
*Tis the merry month when 
All the buds lift their heads to the sun. 
May is here and April is done. 


May—Rippling brooklets laugh so gay 
In the merry month of May. 
Hear the sound of the blue harebell 
As it tinkles softly in the dell. 
"Tis the month of May so merry; 
All the world is fresh and airy. 


Child—Little leaf buds, oh, so green, 
Dance a dance for May, their queen, 
And the apple blossoms gay 
Open in the month of May. 


May—But now I must be going, 
While all the flowers are growing. 

Farewell to you, my dear; 

I must go, for June is here. 
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A DROP OF MILK 


SHIRLEY HEIBLER (10 years) 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


, am a drop of milk. I keep you healthy. I will tell you about 
my life. 

I was put into a jug at Mr. Harty’s, then shipped to the city. 
There I saw a big building, and on the door was a sign: “Griddley 
Dairy Co.” Then I was carried into the building. I was put into 
a milk bottle and taken away in a car. The driver stopped at many 
places. We drove for a long time. Then he stopped and took me 
out. I was carried into a schoolhouse and set in a corner. When a 


big bell rang a little girl with curls took me out of the box and drank 
me. 


THE BEAUTIFUL VIOLETS 


HENRIETTE FLU (12 years) 
Ardmore, Pa. 
The purple violets were out in spring, 
In the beautiful month of May; 


Much brightness they seemed to bring, 
While in the velvet grass they lay. 


4 % 


4 


For friends and home and 
food, we thank thee, Jesus 
Christ. Amen. 
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WISDOM 


Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never fails. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in ten 
weeks before the date of the issue in which they are to appear. For instance, 
letters and reports for August Wee Wisdom must be in by May 15. 

Peter Pan Caps—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. A\ll the names need not be sent at one time; when 
you send in the fifth name remind us that you wish the cap, and we will mail it to 
you. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
other Boosters. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for each of them. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I say The Prayer of Faith every night. My teacher 
reads Wee erg to us. I like “Susie Sleep Ears” very much.—Hilda 
Pierre (B. W. I 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I feel that you have helped me in many ways. You 
have helped me in music lessons, in school lessons, and in faith. I received 
many Christmas presents; many of them were books. My father calls me a book- 
worm, but I do not mind. My mother does not mind much, because she wants 
me to be a writer. Mother tells me that all people who want to write should use 
good English. I always try to use good English—Charlotte Halliday. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have enjoyed Wee Wisdom very much the last year 
and have looked forward to getting it each month. I like the long poem in the 
paw! of the magazine. I will always be Wee Wisdom’s friend.—Barbara 

cker. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We are glad that our father had this lovely magazine 
sent to us. There are seven of us little ones and we all read the magazine. We 
love to read the stories. It is very helpful in our home. I repeat The Prayer of 
Faith every day and every night.—Lillian Sawyer. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am trying to be a nice boy. I know The Prayer 
of Faith and every morning our teacher has us say it.—Eric Holder (B. W. I.). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like all the stories in the magazine. I say The 
Prayer of Faith every night and whenever my lessons are hard at school. We 
are glad when we get the magazine.—Omega Cummings (B. W. 1). 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much. My teacher lent you to me. 
Mamma read you to me and she liked you too. I am going to say The Prayer 
of Faith every morning—Evadney A. Ander (B. W. I.). 

Dear W ee Wisdom—I have learned The Prayer of Faith by heart. I love 
Wee Wisdom very much. I am saving each magazine, so at the end of the 
year I shall have twelve. I have been getting good marks in school for a while. 
—Hazel Schmidt. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading your magazine very much. I have 
six brothers and sisters and they all enjoy reading it. Even Mother likes to read 
it. I say The Prayer of Faith every morning and every night and it has helped 
me much.—Leslie Ming (Cuba). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI spend many happy hours reading you. I like 
you very much and I say The Prayer of Faith every night—Lorna Collins 
(West Africa). 

Dear Secretary—I was very glad to get your sweet letter, and each day 
I will try to be a Sunbeam. I was glad to become a member of the Booster Club 
and I hope that I can find some nice boys and girls to become members too. 
Mother and Dad also are glad that I am a Booster.—Evelyn Morton. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very well. It is the nicest 
magazine! I can learn so much by it. I have a friend who likes magazines. I 
think she would like very much to have it.—Betty Stearns. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. I do not know which part 
of you I like best. You helped me with my school work and I passed in all 
of my examinations. Do you know that I really love Wee Wisdom? It is the 
sweetest book any child could have. I like the puzzle page-——Mary Coleman. 

Dear Editor—I like your little magazine very much. A girl friend 
lends me her Wee Wisdom. I am especially interested in the poems that the 
children make up, as I love to make up little poems myself.—Emma Van Diest 

Dear Friends—I read wonderful Wee Wisdom, and I only wish it came 
once a week instead of once a month—Mabel Winifred Balyer. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have received three copies of Wee Wisdom and 
I think they are very good indeed. I like the stories very much and I have read the 
magazines right through from cover to cover. I like best of all The Prayer of 
Faith, “Christmas Carols,” and “What Happened Christmas Eve.”—Doris 
Taylor (Montserrat, B. W. I.). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think you are such a nice magazine that every 
child in the world should subscribe for youu—Rose Marie Shaw. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken Wee Wisdom for two years and I think 
it is fine. I live up North in the Cariboo. We have fine times both in summer 
and in winter. In summer we swim, and in winter we sleigh ride and skate. My 
father has a drug store and we live near it. I have a dog named “‘Snooky,”’ and 
a nice black and white cat. Yesterday was my birthday and my mother in- 
vited some of my girl friends in to have dinner with me.—Margaret Rife. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like to play in the sunshine. I like flowers very 
much. I love God because he is so kind to me.—Frank Napier. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have read Wee Wisdom ever since I have been 


going to Sunday school at Unity, and that has been about four years. I am 
six years old and can read it myself now—of course Mother read it to me before. 
—wWilliam N. Parker. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy reading you. You are one of my best friends 
because you have helped me in many things. I have learned The Prayer of 
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Faith and I say it every night. Often when I am tempted to do wrong, I 
think of you, and I get the bad ideas out of my head. I like your stories and 
poems.—Azora Armstrong. 


WEES WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


William Burr: school work (reading and spelling) ; Helena Burr: school 
work; Annie Hayman: school work and prosperity and that she may be a better 
girl; Harriet Rozier: health; Rosetta White: spelling, music and obedience; 
Frances and Doris Perkins: health for mother and father and school work for 
selves; Mary Elizabeth Auty: school work and better disposition; Bertram Stroud: 
health; Herard Williams: school work; Daisy Brown: health; Russell Green: 
school work for self and health for aunt; Rudolph Thomas: health for self 
and family; Louise Kimble: health; Marion Clarkson: health for sister; Zenolia 
Jackson: school work (typing); Audrey McAninch: school work; Dorothy 
Butler: school work (arithmetic) and health for family; Muriel James: arithmetic ; 
Annette Brown: school work and deportment; Kenneth Grimm: health; Barbara 
Callarmon: that she may keep her back straight; Floreta Brown: health. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Loretta Currier (9 years), 1137 E. 13th st., Oklahoma City, Okla.; 
Louie Osborne (15 years), Jackson, Tenn.; Marian Barnes (9 years), Silver 
Lake, N. Y.; Margaret Barnes (11 years), Silver Lake, N. Y.; Mildred Gates 
(9 years), 64 Eaton st., Hartford, Conn.; Moira Ross (10 years), Hakalan, 
Hawaii, T. H.; Hope Andressen, box 16, Sheridan, Calif.; Zenolia Jackson, ® 
(14 years), 1111 N. First st., Albuquerque, N. M.; Edith DeBold, 8515 
113th st., Richmond Hill, Long Island, N. Y.; Marjorie Leneville (13 years), 
Cash, S. Dak.; Bernice Mora (15 years), Cortex, Fla.; Beulah Kearney (15 
years), Franklinton, N. C.; Irma V. Pearsons, 1014 W. Hickory st., Union 
City, Ind. (wants to correspond with some one in the West or in a foreign 
country.) ; Lillian Pridt, Hazen, N. Dak.; Alice Smith (15 years), route 1, 
box 110, Lake Georgy, N. Y.; Helen C. Wylie (13 years), 400 Elizabeth 
st., Ft. Collins, Colo.; Priscilla Chase (13 years), 73 Calhoun st., Torrington, 
Conn.; Reta Donahue (8 years), 72 Richlawn ave., Buffalo, N. Y.; Doris 
Taylor (8 years), Amersham Estate, Montserrat, L. I., B. W. I.; Iris Irene Idol 
(14 years), box 185, Meeker, Colo.; Lois Margaret Shisler (10 years), Stan- 
berry, Mo.; Ruth Ellen Shisler (12 years), Stanberry, Mo.; Helen Richardson, 
rfd box 241-B, South Palo Alto, Calif.; Eleanor Werner, 518 Gibbs bldg., 
San Antonio, Tex.; Madgle Dadow, route 1, Jackson, Mich. (wants to cor- 
respond with some one from Montana, Wyoming, or Colorado). 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Ada Mae Gray; Geraldine Edwards; Adele Bowick; Loretta Currier; 
Thomas Richards; Marian Robbins; Helen Crowder; Cynthia Crowder; Alice 
Grant; Dorothy Joyce; Leora Mundt; Rosetta White; Frances Perkins; Doris 
Perkins; Herard Williams; Virginia Stafford; George Gale; Mary Maxine 
Mills; Thelma Martin; Dorothy Telfer; Nathanael Rojo Baffoe; Roger Kohrs; 
Dorothy Muller; Katherine Sperring; Grace Cooper; Martha Hanlon; Marcia 
Drew; Florence Drew; Marion Robertson; Alice Johnson; Kathleen Henderson; 
Mary Alida Gile; Nancy Herrick. 
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Lesson 5, May 2, 1926. 
GOD’S COVENANT WITH NOAH.—Genesis 5:28—9:29. 


GoLDEN TEXT—/ do set my bow in the cloud, and it shall be for a 
token of a covenant between me and the earth—Genesis 9:13. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The story of the flood and of God’s covenant with man has in it a 
lesson for every one of God’s children. Sometimes we feel that the flood 
about which the Bible tells happened so long ago that it means nothing in 
- our lives today. Yet we often are overcome in the same way, by a flood of 
error thoughts. When we begin to think in wrong ways we may not see any 
results at first, or even for some time. That is why people keep on thinking 
thoughts or doing ‘acts that will harm them; because they do not at once see 
the harm, they think that it never will come to them. 

But error thoughts may be like the waters that rose upon the earth; they 
keep rising until they cover all the good, and then the person who sent 
them forth finds that he is overcome by them. 

The ark means a refuge, or a place of safety, which God always 
holds ready for us if we obey him. Noah stands for obedience. If we 
obey God’s laws, we, like Noah, are given power to rule over all things. 

A covenant is a sacred promise or agreement. The rainbow that we see 
in the clouds is caused by the sunlight shining through many tiny drops of 
water which break up the rays of the sun into the beautiful colors that we 
see in the rainbow. Each drop must obey God’s law and divide the ray 
as God planned; if it did not, we could not see the rainbow. So each of us, 
for whom the raindrops stand, must obey God’s law that his sign may 
come to us. 

As the rainbow can be seen only when the light is shining on the 
drops of water, so we find God’s promises only when the light of his under- 
standing shines upon us. The sign means to us that so long as we obey 
God we shall never be overcome by a flood of error thinking. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
With what kind of flood may we be overcome? 
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What does the ark mean? For what does Noah stand? 
When do we find God’s promises > 
What does God’s beautiful sign of the rainbow mean to us? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—/ will obey God and will keep in the light of 
his understanding. 
MEMORY VERSE 
Because God’s word is like a light 
To shine upon my way, 


In all the things I say or do 
His word will I obey. 


Lesson 6, May 9, 1926. 
ABRAM AND THE KINGS.—Genesis 14:1-24. 


GoLpEN TEXT—/n all these things we are more than conquerors 
through him that loved us.—Romans 8:37. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Abram stands to us for faith in God. It is not a high faith, such as 
Peter had, yet it is a step toward the higher faith. Lot stands for a faith 
that is hidden, and which is in the flesh only, before it has been placed on 
spiritual things. When Abram and Lot separated Lot chose the country 
in the plain of Jordan because he saw there more of the things of the flesh. 

We often let our faith turn to material things instead of to things 
of Spirit. We trust in human help rather than in God and we turn to things 
for happiness and joy, instead of trying to see the ideas of joy that God has 
for us. 

Lot gave so much thought to material things and to sense pleasure 
that the time came when his goods were taken away from him. The kings 
who took him prisoner and who took his goods from him stand for what we 
call the sense nature. The desires of the flesh can overcome and make 
prisoner our faith if it is fixed only on fleshly things. But if our faith is 
fixed so strongly on God that we put away the belief in material things, 
we can overcome the sense nature and set free the prisoners that it has 
taken. 

Because Abram won a victory over the things of sense he was blessed 
by the high priest, who stands for the Christ mind in us. The Father al- 
ways waits with a rich blessing when we overcome fleshly things, and we 
can do as Abram did and give a part of our blessings back to God for his 
work. Abram knew that he should look only to God for his good, and 
that he did not need to take the gifts that were offered him by the king. 
God supplies all our needs if we trust him. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 
For what does Abram stand? For what does Lot stand? 
How do we let our faith turn to material things? 
When can the desires of the flesh overcome our faith? 
What do we receive when we overcome fleshly things? 
LEsson THOUGHT—/ will keep my faith on spiritual things and I will 
accept only the gifts of God. 
MEMORY VERSE 
My faith I place in God’s great love 
To bring to me my own, 
And all the gifts I love the most 
Shall come from God alone. 


Lesson 7, May 16, 1926. 
ABRAHAM AND THE STRANGERS.—Genesis 18:1-8, 16-19. 


GOLDEN TEXT—AIl ihe nations of the earth shall be blessed in him. 
—Genesis 18:18. 

WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

Jehovah’s telling Abraham that he was to be the father of a mighty 
nation means to us that spiritual faith will grow by our bringing divine 
faith into the multitude of our thoughts and our acts. Our faith usually is 
small at first, but if we keep it firmly fixed in God we have his promise that 
it will become mighty. 

At the time that the strangers appeared, Abraham lived in a tent, 
which brings to us the thought that the faith for which he stands was not 
well settled. But because of its place by the oaks of Mamre it had about 
it the strength that would help it to grow great and to become settled. 
Thoughts of strength and of renewed life and of abundant supply are the 
things in us that are needful for the growth and the firmness of our faith. 

When Abraham saw his visitors he knew that they were spiritual 
beings. He gave them water with which they might cleanse their under- 
standing (the feet) of all material ideas, and he gave them food to strengthen 
them. We need to cleanse our spiritual thoughts of all material things, and 
we need to feed them spiritual food to give them strength. One of the 
ways in which we get spiritual food into our thoughts is in the speaking 
of Truth words. 

Because of his faith and his goodness Jehovah felt that it was time 
for Abraham to be told of the great good that was in store for him. Every 
great step forward that we take in spiritual understanding opens the way 
for more of God’s wisdom and other good to come into our lives. Because 
all things are possible with God we should not be surprised when he promises 
to pour great good upon us. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is the meaning of Jehovah’s telling Abraham that he was to be 
the father of a mighty nation? 

For what do the water and the food stand, that Abraham gave to his 
visitors ? 

What is one of the ways in which we get spiritual food? 

What does each forward spiritual step do? 


LEsson THOUGHT—Because my faith is fixed upon God I am blessed 
in many ways. 
MEMORY VERSE 
My faith is firmly fixed on God; 
He fills my every need; 
He ‘blesses with his loving care 
My every thought and deed. 


Lesson 8, May 23, 1926. 


ISAAC AND HIS WELLS.—Genesis 26:12-25. 
GOLDEN TEXT— 
A soft answer turneth away wrath; 
But a grievous word stirreth up anger. 
—Prov. 15:1. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Isaac’s name means laughter, and to us he stands for the inward joy 
that the true Christian has: The way of the Lord is a joyous, happy 
way, and those who try to follow the leading of Spirit within them learn to 
walk in that way. The true Christian has a joy that is deeper than the 
worldly-minded can know. ; 

Isaac, the happy man of the Lord, had much wealth in flocks and 
herds. These stand for our bodily powers, which grow greater when we 
are in joyous states of mind. Sorrow helps to weaken us, but joy sends the 
blood bounding to every part of our bodies. 

Joy opens in us new thoughts of life. The wells that Isaac dug stand 
for such new thoughts of life, which may have been covered over or stopped 
up by the thoughts in us that are opposed to the good (Philistines). 

When we are trying to increase joy and life and other spiritual things 
within us, we sometimes find that our material thoughts try in a selfish way 
to rule over them. The herdsmen of the Philistines fought with the herdsmen 
of Isaac over the wells that Isaac dug. Isaac did not wish his herdsmen to 
quarrel with the Philistines, and he moved to another place and dug an- 
other well. We do not gain the growth of life in us by fighting with 
material thoughts, but by keeping our minds fixed only on spiritual things. 
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Beer-sheba, where Isaac at last moved and where he dug another 
well, means the place of union in our minds between spiritual and material 
ideas. Here Isaac was not bothered by the herdsmen of the Philistines, 
which teaches us that we can dwell in peace when we make perfect union be- 
tween God and our affairs. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
For what does Isaac stand? 
Should a Christian be joyful? 
What does joy do for us? 
How do we gain our growth of life? 
What does Beer-sheba mean? 


LEsson THOUGHT—My joy is a well of living water. 


MEMORY VERSE 
To keep the good that God has sent, 
I do not look to strife; 
His joy shall ever be in me 


A well of health and life. 


Lesson 9, May 30, 1926. 
JACOB AT BETHEL.—Genesis, chapters 27, 28. 


GoLDEN TEXT—I am with thee, and will keep thee whithersoever 
thou goest.—Genesis 28:15. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

Jacob stands for the mind nature of man, which should rule the outer 
or physical. In his starting for his uncle’s home in Haran, which means 
mountainous, or understanding, we see the mind of man turning to the higher 
things, and getting ready to receive a new and clearer understanding of 
Spirit. 

As we are going toward a higher understanding of the things of God, 
sometimes we find things that we do not understand; that is, we have no 
light on them, which is what is meant in the lesson where it says “the sun is 
set.” Then if we pray and meditate through the time of darkness we may 
receive the vision or the ideas of Truth. 

The ladder that Jacob saw in his dream teaches us that we get spirit- 
ual understanding step by step. The angels who were going up and down 
the ladder are the spiritual thoughts that are going back and forth be- 
tween us and God. 

The great lesson that Jacob learned from his vision was that God is 
right here with us all the time. As we turn our understanding toward the 
light of Spirit our eyes are opened to the fact that God is in our bodies 
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and in all the persons and things about us. Sometimes we become afraid 
when we first know that our bodies are the temples of God. But as we 
come into the light (which is the coming of the morning) we find that all 
things about us are holy. We take the most simple and common things, as 
well as the great ones, and set them up to be pillars for God. Upon them 
we pour the oil of joy and gladness and we name our bodies and our 


affairs Bethel, which means the house of God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What do we see in Jacob’s starting for his uncle’s home? 
What does Jacob’s ladder teach us? 
What is the great lesson that Jacob learned from his vision? 
To what are our eyes opened as we turn toward the light of Spirit? 
Lesson THOUGHT—By the light of divine understanding I learn that 
God is everywhere. 
MEMORY VERSE 
My path is like a ladder, 
And step by step I go 
To reach in all my living 
The highest thoughts I know. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 

God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 


WEE WISDOM 


When the letters in each link in the love chain are properly 
arranged they spell one of the qualities that go to make up love. 

The wish to express these good qualities is the key that opens 
in your heart the way for God’s love to express through you. 


ANSWER TO LAST MONTH’S PUZZLE: Easter. 


WEE WISDOM 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


MAROONED 
“See her rain!”’ exclaimed Chink as the boys filed out of the 


schoolhouse one afternoon in May. 

“T’ll bet it will rain tomorrow,” said Red dolefully. “It has 
rained almost every day this week.” 

“Indian creek is on a rampage,” said David. “José drove over 
that way yesterday, and he said that the sand bars down by Stoner’s 
were all under water.” 

“Let’s build a raft tomorrow,” suggested Cousin Bob. ““We 
ought to be able to float almost to town.” 

The next morning, the boys, in rubber boots and raincoats, 
gathered on the creek bank and began building a raft of logs. For an 
hour or two there was much pounding and yelling, and much drag- 
ging of logs. 

“Listen, Kegsy,” said Red, pausing in the act of driving a nail, 
“T wish you would work on the other side of this raft. I didn’t say 
a word so long as you were hitting your own fingers, but that time you 
came too close to mine.” 

“T hit my finger only once,” Kegs protested, “‘and that was when 
you pushed the log that I was trying to nail.” 

Red grinned. ““That’s the boy. When I can get you to talk back 
you work twice as fast.” 

By noon the raft was finished. The boys launched it and then 
fastened it with a rope to a stump on the bank, while they went home to 
lunch. 

As David and Cousin Bob were starting down to the creek in 
the afternoon, Red came rushing toward them, a long pole in his hand. 

““She’s gone!” he yelled. “‘She’s slipped her moorings and is float- 
ing down the creek. If we hurry we can catch her down back of 
Chink’s house, where the creek is narrow.” 

By the time they had reached the creek, Kegs and Chink had 
joined them. 

The raft was not in sight. 

“T hope she hasn’t floated by,” said Kegs. 

“Tf she has I think she will stick in the shallows down below,” 
said David. 

“There she comes!” shouted Cousin Bob. “Be ready with your 
pole, Red.” 


37 
| 
| | 


38 WEE WISDOM 


Chink picked up a limb, and as the raft was floating by, the boys 
caught hold of it with their poles and coaxed it to the shore. 

“Let’s get on and ride down,” suggested Kegs. 

“She won’t clear those sand bars,” warned David. 

“T’'ll get on and pole her over them,” offered Chink. ‘““Then you 
all can board her down by the bridge.” 

So Chink embarked and poled the raft into midstream. 

“There she goes!”’ cried Kegs. 

“Yes and there she stops,” added Red as the raft reached the 
sand bars. 

“Get her off before she settles!” 

“‘Push her to the left!” 

“Hurry 

All in one breath the advice came from the shore. Chink pushed 
with all his might, first on one side and then on the other, but the raft, 
like a tired or stubborn donkey, refused to budge. 

“T bet I'll move her,” said Chink, stepping toward one end. The 
raft tipped suddenly, almost landing Chink in the creek. 

“Get back in the middle if you don’t want a bath,” called Red. 

“*Just leave her there and wade ashore,” said Cousin Bob. 

“Great chance!” scoffed Chink. “Look at the current between 
the sand bar and the shore. It would knock me off my feet.” 

“Well, it isn’t very deep,” said Red. 

“No,” Chink answered, “but I’d get nice and wet and muddy, 
and what would Mother say >” 

Bige, who had been impatiently dancing on the bank, plunged 
into the stream and started for the raft. 

“Call that pesky dog back,” yelled Chink. “He'll tip the raft.” 

“Come back, Bige!”’ called David. “Let Chink stay there. I 
have just thought of a good scheme to help him, but if he doesn’t want 
you out there, we can’t do it.” 

““What is it, David?” came the chorus. 

“Well, we could get a rope from Chink’s barn and let Bige swim 
with it out to the raft. Then we could pull Chink in, but.of course—” 

“Oh, David, go on,” begged Chink. ‘You know I didn’t really 
mean that Bige was pesky.” 

They got the rope and tied it to Bige’s collar. 

“Here, Bige! Here, Bige!”” called Chink. 

Bige looked at his master. 

“Better forgive him and go ahead,” nodded David. 

When Bige reached the raft, Chink tied the rope to the edge 
and poled, while the boys on the bank pulled. 
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At last the raft was persuaded to leave the sand bar, but it moved 
so suddenly that Chink was thrown flat. He clung to the raft, how- 
ever, and was soon safe ashore. 

“Come on up to the house and we'll get some apples,” Chink in- 
vited. “Maybe Mother will have a cooky for Bige when we tell her 
what o fine life-saver he is.’ 


So the procession started up the hill, with Bige, as prancing drum 
major, in the lead. 


For Dhe Little Artis 


Prstures Bditerd Chrickman 


The Ahuinder crashes overhead = 


Rain puts a bluish mist over everything. First, tint your picture a 
pale blue. When dry, tint storm cloud around Jupiter dark gray. 
Thin black with water to make gray. Schoolhouse and girl’s cloak are 
red. Put a few touches of green on the hills. Umbrella is black. 
Boy’s coat is tan. 
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WEE WISDOM’S WAY 


By MyrtLe FILLMORE 


“Three legs.” 

That’s what the boys called Ned 
Day, because he was a cripple and 
had to have a crutch to help him walk. 

Ned’s mother was an invalid, too. 
Oh, it did seem sometimes that the 
Day family had more trouble than 
their share, but then they had been 
taught that queer, old-fashioned idea 
that God sent trials to test his children, 
and so they didn’t complain. But it 
was hard for a fellow to understand 
ae he should always hobble around on a crutch while other boys and 
girls could run and play. 

And then one day, Aunt Joy came to visit at their home and to teach 
them her beautiful ideas about God and love and health. From that day, 
things began to happen to the Day family—wonderful things at which the 
whole town marveled. 

“Wee Wisdom’s Way tells all about this family. It tells about them 
in such a delightful way that every one will enjoy reading the story. It 
is a book that you and Mother will love to read together, taking turns at 
reading aloud to the others. 

This little book was written by Myrtle Fillmore, who had three little 
sons of her own and who knew just the sort of things that boys and girls 
do and that they love to hear about. The book contains many attractive 
illustrations that add to its charm. It is published in paper cover for $.75 
a copy and in cloth binding for $1.50. 


OTHER UNITY BOOKS FOR THE LITTLE FOLK 
Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks paper, $1; cloth, $1.50 
The Gasden, the Gate, and the Key 1.50 


Lessons for Young Students 
Address your orders to 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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May, May! 
Time for play, 
To dance and sing 


And be so gay. 


Skip in, skip out, 

With merry shout, 
And wind the ribbons 

Round about. 


With blue so true 

And white so bright, 
We make the pattern 

Come out right. 


So play away 

In happy May: 
Bring joy to all 

With merry lay. 
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THE NEW APRON 


Auntie has been at our house. 

She lives in a large town. Daddy and 
Buddy met her at thetrain. I stayed 
at home with Mother to help her get the 
supper. 

Auntie brought me anew apron. The 
apron is pink. It has white flowers 
worked on it in thread. Auntie made 
the apron. She said that all the stitches 
are love stitches. Then she kissed me. 

like to have my aprons made with 
love stitches. 

Tne next day I wore my new apron 
all day. Auntie said that I looked like 
a pink clover blossom. 

Buddy said that he would show me 


IMELDA COTAVIA 
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the first pink clover blossom that he 
could find. 

It rained, and the rain made little 
lakes in the yard. The robins sang all 
the time while it rained. 

I did not go near the lakes. [ did 
not want to get my new apron wet. But 
I stood on the porch where it was dry. 

At bed time I wanted to sleep in my 
new apron but Mother said that | would 
better sleep in my nightie. 

I wish that Auntie could live with us. 
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He was the boy who always knew 
Where the bluebirds nested and violets grew; 
He was the first to hear the song 
Of the robin after the winter long. 


His eyes were quickest to catch the glint 
Of the sun’s last rays and golden tint; 
He could always spy the thrushes’ home 
In the woodlands where he loved to roam. 


The squirrels would come and talk to him, 

As he sat perched high on a trusty limb; 

The meadow lark’s call he could always hear, 
And tell you if the quail were near. 


They would answer his whistle and fly quite near, 
Without a thought of danger or fear; 

For his friends were animals large and small— 
He could mimic their every cry and call. 


His eyes he used that he might see 

God’s creatures that live uncaged and free; 
And his ears he used to catch the strain 
Of nature’s sweet, untaught refrain. 


Wigs 
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SEEDS 

a Musie by Words by. a / 

says That weed elves fom year fo year just plant themselves. 

we? 


BLANCHE 


I asked for a message from 
Mistress May— 
She smiled at me. 
haven't a thing in the 
world to say, 
But I'll let you see. 
She opened the lid of her 
basket gay— 


_ To give me a peep— 
_ And there, all packed in the 


neatest way, 
The flowers lay asleep. 
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MORNING 


For every daisy 
Petal white, 
I'll have a_ thought 
that's 
Pure and bright. 


For every daisy 
Heart of gold, 


As daisies hold 
Their treasure tight, 
I'll hold true thoughts 
through 
All the night. 
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